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Luxurious dalliance, midnight revels. Loose riot, and those venial evils Which inconsiderate youth of late Could plead, now want an advocate: And what appeared in former times Whispering as faults, now roar as crimes; And now all ye whose lips were wont To drench their coral in the font Of forked Parnassus; you that be The sons of Phoebus, and can flee On wings of fancy to display The flag of high invention, stay, Repose your quills, your veins grow sour, Tempt, not your salt beyond her power: If your palled fancies but decline, Censure will strike at every line, And wound your names, the popular ear Weighs what you are, not what you were. Thus, hackney like, we tire our age, Spur-galled with change from stage to stage.Il8                     FRAN CIS    QUARLES            1592-1644
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